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On the scale. Off  the scale. 94. The scale must be lying. That’s too much, the earth 
LVJRLQJWRFROODSVHXQGHUQHDWKPH:KDWGLG,HDWWRGD\"'ULHG&UDQEHUULHV5LFHFDNHV






ach?” Get that shit away from me, the carbohydrates are going to seep through my skin 
DQGLQWRP\WKLJKV,QIDFW,GRQ·WQHHGIRRGDWDOO+XPDQVDUHJOXWWRQRXV,QHHGWREH
OHVVGHSHQGHQW´8PGRHVWKLVKDYHFDIIHLQH",FDQ·WGULQNWKLQJVWKDWGHK\GUDWHPHµ,
need more water, that’s better than food. Scrape the avocado off  the rice cake, too much 
IDW,VWKDWUHJXODURUQRQIDW",QHHGQRQIDW&DUERK\GUDWHVVORZPHGRZQDQGEORFNP\
plumbing, can’t, won’t, not worth it. “What are you doing Emily?” My nightly crunches 
DQGOHJOLIWVFDQ·WVLWVWLOOKDYHWRNHHSPRYLQJ,KDYHQ·WKDGHQRXJKH[HUFLVHWRGD\$P,
OHVELDQ",FDQ·WVWRSORRNLQJDWSLFWXUHVRI SHUIHFWVNLQQ\ZRPHQ,·PIDQWDVL]LQJDERXW
KDYLQJ WKHLU OHJV ,QHHG WKRVH OHJV ,·OO WUDGH\RXP\DUPV IRU WKRVH OHJV*LYH WKHP
3OHDVHGRQ·WDVNPHWRHDWWKHSDVWDSOHDVHSOHDVHSOHDVH1LQHW\WKDW·VZKDW,ZDQWWR
see, but maybe six more pounds would be better. “Why don’t you fucking eat something 
Emily?”
1RWKDQN\RX,·PÀQH
The area around my weak and brittle nails resembles tornado stricken land. My 
QHYHUHQGLQJ F\FOH RI  VHOIWRUWXUH EHJLQV ZLWK D FOHDQ VODWH , EHJLQ WR IHHO D FHUWDLQ 
GU\QHVVFULVSRYHUP\\RXQJDQGWLQ\KDQGVWKDW·VZKHQ,NQRZLWVWLPHWRSUH\$GU\-
QHVVWKDWPRVWSHRSOHVROYHZLWKDVLPSOHGDERI ORWLRQEXW,VORZO\GHVFHQGXSRQWKH
young newly formed skin without mercy. The innocent centimeter that stares back at me 
FULHV´1RWDJDLQµ1RPDWWHUWKHDPRXQWRI WLPHV,WHOOP\VHOI WREHJRRGWRUHVLVWP\ 





by-bit. All that resides in the concave area upon the most vital instrument on my body 
LVDQLUULWDWHGVFUHDPLQJUHGVRUU\H[FXVHIRUVNLQ,WVWDUHVEDFN´:K\"<RXLGLRWµDQG
,VWDUHDWP\ÀQJHUVDVNLQJIRUIRUJLYHQHVV,KDYHQRVHOIFRQWURO7KHVHOIPXWLODWLRQ 
KDSSHQV ZLWKRXW UK\PH RU UHDVRQ , VHHP WR ÀQGP\VHOI  JD]LQJ DW RWKHU·V SHUIHFWO\ 
moisturized hands that look untouched. Their smooth unscarred skin is inviting. Shak-
ing someone’s hand is the death of  me, or rather them shaking mine will be the death 
RI WKHP,QHYHULQLWLDWHKDQGVKDNHV'HUPDWLOORPDQLD7ULFKRWLOORPDQLD2&'$Q[LHW\
.OHSWRPDQLDLW·VDOOWKHVDPHLQP\ERRN,SLFNHGDOOP\H\HODVKHVRXWULJKWEHIRUHP\
ÀIWKJUDGHVFKRROSLFWXUHDQGKDGQR UHPRUVHDWDOO MXVWD ORWRI TXHVWLRQV IURPWKH
photographer. 
0\JUDQGPRWKHUSLFNVWKHVDPHVNLQ,GR6KHXVHGWRWHOOPHWKDW´DZRPDQPXVW
always keep their hands busy,” now she tells me to wear Band-Aids. 
